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THE  STORY  OF  MY LIFE
[18(58
Mrs. Dimlop, and otherwise by dreams wliich wore, as Carlyle would say, "a constant plunging and career-ing through chaos and cosmos." In the second week of December I rallied slightly, and could sit with Mother in the sun on the terrace of Villa Negroni. By the 14th I was able to walk a little, and went,
JOIGNY.1
supported on each side, to the quiet sunny path by the Tiber which then existed opposite Claude's villa. Just in front of us a carter was walking by the side of his cart, heavily laden with stones. Suddenly the wheel of the cart went too near the steeply sloping bank of the Tiber and tipped over ; the horse tried in vain to recover itself, but the weight of the atones was so great that it was dragged down, and slowly, slowly, screaming as only animals do scream, disap-
1 From "South-Eastern France."